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MARCH. 


with the recollections of our Spring rambles, and 
the sunshiny days of our youth, when we went 
frolicking about from dingle to dell, and from 
place to place, full of careless innocence, when 

“ It was a thing of wild delight 
To find thee on the bank. 

Where all the day thy open leaves 
The golden sunlight drank, — 

To see thee in the sister group 
That clustering grew together, 

And seem’d too delicate for aught 
Save summer’s brightest weather. 

“ 1 know not what it was that made 
My heart to love thee so ; 

For though all gentle things to me 
Were dear, long— long ago, 

There was no bird upon the bough, 

No wild flower on the lea, 

No twinkling star, no running brook 
I lov’d so much as thee.’ 

On a March morning, when the sun at intervals 
shoots out his rays upon the sod so lately covered 
with snow, and the biting wind whistles shrilly 
around us, and the sleet is driven against the trees 
with violence— it looks in the sunshine like a type 
of gladness — in the storm an image of consola- 
tion. 

“ Beneath the sylvan canopy, the ground 
Gutters with flowery dyes, the primrose first 
In mossy dell, return of Spring to greet.” 

Gisborne. 


THE PRIMROSE. 
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The following verses were written on seeing a 
Primrose blossoming early in the year, when the 
weather was bleak and chill : 

“ O fair young flower ! thou art springing forth, 

To the chilly breath of the angry north, 

And thy blossoms open their gentle eye 
Beneath the scowl of a wintry sky. 

“ And leafless bowers o’er thy tender form. 

Protect thee not from the passing storm ; 

And the bee comes not forth from its wintry cell 
To quaff the dew from thy golden bell. 

“ Too soon— too soon thou hast opened up 
The nectar stores of thy treasure cup ; 

There are none to welcome thy early bloom. 

Or breathe the breath of thy rich perfume. 

“ The hoar frost lies on the ground like gems. 

And birds are mute on the naked stems, 

And thy pale and starlight blossoms gleam 
On the cheerless banks of a frozen stream. 

“ But soon a change on earth shall be, 

And leaf and blossom shall clothe the tree. 

And the wild bird merrily blend his song 
With the streamlet’s voice as it floats along. 

“ And thou art sent with thy sunny smile, 

To cheer this desolate scene awhile ! 

And waft our visions and thoughts away 
To the glorious light of a summer day.” 

The poet Clare hails the presence of this early 
ornament of spring as follows : — 


